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having been found guilty of living in sin, but I was pleased to
hear from my friend that he would be readmitted to the bosom of
the church on confession and repentance. I felt so sorry for him
for he really seemed to mind his ecclesiastical banishment,
though, so far, his attachment to the lady in question had
outweighed his conscientious scruples and his desire to return
to the fold. He was a good-looking healthy young man and I
hoped, but did not voice my hope, that his confession and
penitence might be delayed until the couple were mutually
bored with each other, or the lady in question had dismissed
him. It seemed so hard to have his happiness interrupted.
I dined that night with the Deputy Commissioner and his
charming wife. It was one of those delightful evenings that
" happen "—alas, how rarely—to the traveller—an unexpected
invitation, an excellent dinner ; half a dozen people, and
conversation that flowed with ease and humour from politics and
folklore to amusing anecdote and kindly gossip. Every traveller
must have a few recollections of such pleasurable evenings—the
more enjoyable because they come as a surprise—when one is
spirited away from the drab surroundings of the Dak Bungalows
and the weariness and vexation of spirit of the district Clubs, to
find oneself amongst intellectual and well-dressed people in an
atmosphere of refinement and understanding ; where there are
other topics of conversation than the good points of your friend's
pony and the bad behaviour of your neighbour's wife. I seldom
long for the fleshpots but I often miss the people who eat out of
them. It was very late when I got back to the Dak Bungalow.
My servant was sitting up and had lit a great wood fire in my
bedroom for the night was very cold.
I walked for the first five miles of the next day's journey,
accompanying the Deputy Commissioner on his visit to a wayside
village where the red postal motor-van had orders to pick me up.
The road lies high along the mountain side, at an elevation of
about 5,000 feet above the sea level. Away below us lay the
valley, cultivated fields and clumps of trees, while everywhere
around rose the forest-clad mountains, one, a massive peak of
rock, reaching an altitude of 10,000 feet. Far away to the north
the snow peaks of the Thibetan frontier overtopped the nearer
ranges. The air, fresh and exhilarating, made walking a joy
and it was with regret that I bade good-bye to my kind host and
climbed up beside the driver. For many miles the road follows
the direction of the valley, which widens out into terraced slopes

